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“Mr. Hamlet
of Broadwaiy”’
a Near-Tragedy.

Daily Friday, December 25,

The Evening World Magazine,
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actly llke taking)caleulatingly, "I should say that he
was mibvddle-aged.'’
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EBY CHARLES DARNTON.

DDIE FOY'S Tamlet i= lke Beerbohm Tree's—funny without being vualgar, It
E will not go down in history, not even comje history, perhaps, but it will
probably be franied and gliven o place of honor in New Rochelle, While it

may not be a picture of poetic beanty and princely dignity, it's a very good
tintype.

'"Tis a pretty thinc In “NMr. Hamlet of Droadway,” at the Casgino, Mr. Foy
looks like ti real Shalkespodtian goods., That he doesn't dellver the gonds is not
hig fault t il taken his Shakespeare straight and become intoxicated
with the melan b that caus=ed his poetic soul to ery out for an ‘‘opening™ on
Broadway, sordid despote of the’ theatve robbed him of his noble ambition.  But
they conld not stenl ! linky cloak, good mother

In the near-traged tothe Casing Mre, Moy dresses according to the hest tra-

'ane than Hamlet—if

ask Joe Gans” Your fancy turns to
the sporging page with a two-column out

holly and the

“What's settled ?" . explained the Rachelor, shift- /l]ls uf Polly and

* may not know'

standing there e » 0 Ap
bitities on a pipe that ! g ther glare of the chand

‘«, nor persuade him-

lghtful to sit and dream 1 shall look

WELEN ROWiADD
rupted the Widow on its back or
coldly,

stretching her patent leather toes tow-

long night full of he showid, know

to pive o man is beside his pain-

— ditions s trappings and the s of
o are re,and so far as appeats | apg
11 & Hamlet is on the Job to d0 | make

He shall never dream that the trap
ol die | during six weeks of the year—the ques-
' tlas, poor Foy!  He asked for ton of
Siakespeare and they gave him Edga® | mas!"™

mild case of indigestion beslde

, thoughtfully ighting a cigar-
, Vit is always easy

The Bachelor sat down on the

A L S A o o i

Smith., And Smith has given him this |
sort of thing: opposite
“Nay, good mother, there's a greater| pression

1 thought you were

you don't belicva going s the question of Capital, ™

woman never

| and silver

f Battling Nel How now, my load?

madam? 1 know  not!
This Hamlet doesn't want to

n” Under t vss of

s serjons H. the face
this. It is a regalation
face. Nothing can shike

purpose. Oh, the tragedy of
y yearns to play Ham-
Collier Knows It not

he could play Shakes-

laughs than Nat
. but he has never proved |t

Adie Foy s tired of “lJaughs.””
' 1 m for so man}

e would lke to get some-
Eddie Foy as Hamlet. ng  els f--r a inge But Broal-

vois rid master It yells fHr
¢ was going to play Hamlet ac-
z t was going to get the laugh
Smith is funnier than Shakes-

“langhs.’ When Mreo oy tirst an
cording to S I
of its life, It

peare the Shu taken the sad case of Fov into their own haads
You see 1Mo earing \ pages put of “Hamiet’” as he “gets up” in the part
He is a stranded circus clown wihm is willing to do anything for money, and so
he agrees to play Hamlet | the edification of witless campers in the Adirondacks.
Edgar Smith 18 reated thes 1ML
teurs In an amategt Wiy His bu
lesgue is a near-toqeed Foy might have
made it dead ' foliowing the au
thior's cue, bhut e Jdoesn't

about his w K wit
goves it from beco el b
in the eyves of tindience, Miss: Mande
Raymond, on the other hand, plays
Opliclia with veget that suggest a
uge for garden tru outside of the
itchen. At the same time she Is funny
in : 4

Miss Ry
Binging as Oph
diniects in “‘Good-l
ard uses her own wiggle

doesn’t do all her
uses several

Balome."”” A Salome chorus spares
blushes, {f not your ears, hy dre
abave the vaudeville level, but (he
girls who help out Miss laura Gu
in “The Hornpipe Rag'' might be ziven
& few rags for Christinas and still not
be overburdened with clothes

A small soubrette ny. od Daphne Pol-
lard wears a voice that seems about two
sizes too large for | }
parently can wea
Bongs keep co
and hefore the ni
a little too much of r
“Mr. Hamlet of Broadway' gets hard
up for something to do out comes a sona.

Mr. Foy oceaslonally gets away f1 m
Mr. Smith’s dull book by selzing upon a song, and like Mr, llupper at the Majes-
tic Theatre he finally turns to nursers " rhymes that seem a trifle ""advanced’” for
the kiddies who crowd around him lh- has to wait until the second act bhefore

he can play Hamlet., Dut let him be of good Christmas cheer—some actors have to
walt a lifetime for Hamlet to come their way,

—

rive

Maude Raymond as Ophella.

A Queer Model,

HE suffragette bazaar in London has attracted many visitors to see a modr! |

of & Holloway jail cell, which is faithful in all details, even to the prisoner
in correct prison uniform.

++ ]

Queens and Typewriters, |

T is reported that Queen Alexandra of England, Queen Maude of Norway, the

Czarina and the Queen of Portugal are all fond of using the typewriter in cor- l
responding with their intimates,

2”7 The Million Dollar Kid’s Christmas By R. W. Taylor

A Pipe That Won't Draw.

MR. MONK | YOU
JUST MUST COME
To OUR HOULSE
FOR CHRI5TMAS

I'M QoING To
HAvt DINNER
CARR\E oLd MaN!

'™ SGRRY, LOTVIE,
Bur I'VE PROMISED
\'O DINE- WITH

HOUSE  FOR  CHRISTMAS

SWELL LAY OuT !
¥—_'

SMITH, BUT T
CAN'T EAT CHRISTMAS
DINNER WITH Yau'! I'Mm
20ING To D\NE WITH

NOW MR MQONK ,
WANT YoU To EAT
CHRISTMAS DINNER
AT OUR ‘HOUSE'

. I'M S0 seRRrY,
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The Bachelor winced,

“le t—is it a gilt prayer-book?' he
Inm.uul with a pathetic glance at the
|| wkage

The Widow shook her head.

“Or a cut-glass whiskey flask?"

“Ioshould say not!" exclalmed the
Widow in a volce as tragic as the situ=
ation at the end of the second act. “It's
for a NICE man, Mr. Travers.”

The Bachelor brightened and reached
for the package,

“\Won't you let me open it now?' he
plemded pla ntively, “and—and end the
suspense,’’

SOpen-—what?"  inquired  the Widow
in astonishment,

My junk-<l mean my present."

The Widow buried her face In her
wmnds and langhed softly.

YOUIL present! she exclaimed be-
tween breaths. “That isn't your pres-
ent. t's for—THE OTHER MAN!
Bt you can have vours this minute it

o want it and she reached behind
the plano and brought out a flat leather
X,

There!"™

eried, taklng a cut glass
from its satin lining.
“Isn't It a cotly  beautiful—=BAY

MOBOTTLE? and in her excitement

|she stepped  deliberately  under the
| mistle-toe trimmed chandelier

‘After
ome thin

nil,” she added, “there ARE
3 which would appeal to any

mat
Yoo exelaimed the Bachelor en-

The Favorite Present.

| thusiastically, eatching hey where she
| atood. “Widows, . for Instance, and

4F and YOU -~and this!" and with

gh of triumph he leaned over and

| took the favorite masculineg Christ
mas

rresent
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Meditations of -s-
a Married Man

GREAT GUNS!
FROM CARRIE , BREAWING
GUR XMAS ENGAGEMENT!

/HUK' THIS 19 A SWELL

\\NHEAT CAKE S |
AMY PLACE To Go!

woman friend

nail that's been torturing »
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(Copyright, 1008, h_\—ll hbhs-Merrill Co,) pounds on those things of mine. * * *'|the way,
SYNOPSIS OF PREQEDING 1NsTarmuNTs | W'Y Yer Lordship, four pounds jus

Phillp Kirkwood, & voung Californian, 1s|PYes yer passyge; I thought you under- | wreathing his
stranded. almost penniless, in Londop, Meé | stood,'”

falls in with an adventurer named Calendar,

can's affections. I'nder Kirkwood's escort Strvker
Porothy goes to a deserted house by nlght (o tryker's

stone bag hldden ther The bag contains

Jewels. From Mrs, Hallam, an enciy of cold rage glinted in his small blue eyes. | doned
the Calendars, Kivkwood dearns that Doro: [ “W'y,' he hellowed, “you bloomin' loon- [ 6ver the gide.

tole them. ‘This the American denies, .
‘ho’mrh‘v‘um' 41‘--. father, with a man named [atie, d'ye think you can sye that to Bill

Iready, sall from England on a brigantine Stry . e 2 3 1 1{1) ielasits
galied” tho  Alethea.  Miw  Hallam follows | Stryker on ‘1s own wessel! landing—qulickly,
them, to get the fewel I\lvk\\v-u' Loo, He hesitated a moment, then launched

oes to join them In order 1aoro-

He steals a4 catboat g

of the Inllh inune, hatf drowoed; hut
:.c'!lm trom  Stryker. the captain, that the | caught the hard, bony wrist as the cap- |
Calendars are n..l wboard The Alethea |Is

i?bl Kirkwood of all r;n nu'm and jowelry. | blow, paud with @ dexterous twist lald
wood Nnds that orothy and Calendar | P . T
||H’{'h .';:','u.‘ to Holland by another route and Bim flat on his back, with a sounding

prepares to hunt for them llnn thuip upon the deck And as the in-
furiated scamp rose—which he did with

7 Al r
( 11 ‘l’l ’ l( -\II a bound what placed him on his feet and
(Continued.) in defensive posture, aa though the | heedless o
l)('%]mir. 'deck had been a springboard—Kirkwood | VP
¢
DVANCING to the rall, the cap- It-:ulml‘ back, selzed a capstan bar and } thrust a “,,“h“““ m“m into his trouser
1 TR R e AT e faced bim with a challenge, | pocket.
HuR W iy e B [ “Stand clear, Stryker!" he warned
boats: then, while the walerman y . a““
wakted. fnoed lis Dassenger (the man  tensely, himself livid  with | | rown
“Nn\;’ iyl st Lness, wot ean 1[vese.  “If you move a step closer llul Hu-m
60 for ;nll Aalore vou goes ashore? swear 'l knock the lLead oft  your
L | th.luk you must have forgotten,” |shoulders! Not another ineh, you con-
sald Kirkwood quietly [ hate to trog- | temptible whelp, or I'll brain  you!
ble you, but—there's that matter of four |* * * That's better,” he continued as
pounds."” the captan, caving, dropped his flsis

dunno as | know Jjust wot you means.'” 'ashore Ye ' golngssand If we

#You agreed o advance me four ever meet aguin take the her side of pealing of a distant chime
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two glasses of cochineal Chlant!
she begins to hum
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By Loms Joseph Vance.
Brass Bowl,"”
Private War,” Ete.

A DPOG OOODDG@

| snatches from

Author of
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[Pers to its brothers in Antwerp's hun-|to be

“idea ns to New
that you should swear

Year's resolutions

'»w-smwas@@@-m

Eiving explieit
Without

thrust
whose daughter, Doroithy, wins the Amerl- “You sgcoundrel!" withdrawing
mouth closed with a snap; | walting
get for her father a mysterlous black Glad- | his features froze in a cast of wrath; | wood backed warily

Amsterdam ex-

* cloek reassured him with the
» had the quarter
it was only seventeen

information that iatter to account

jan hour's lN way .

‘Hﬁ the scent by

marrted man who loves to see

Stryker,
Y. wt in a | @ heavy fist at Kirkwood's face ['n-llu“
storm 1o the Alethea, He '8 diagged to the | surprised, the young man slde-stepped, |‘“‘d'lf'
l:awdl\
g A ' | busy
bound for Antwerp. During the trip Stryler tain Jurched by, following his wasted | passlon cooled;

{train, which was already waiting at the

windows, now
as he was rrrm 'd across the e

lht' llﬂu}.’ llml\
18 estate ate, uumni\u
Hollow-eyed
space, ]alv Hpn nnmn\lm;
\\uulul

) lu the luntllng mugﬂ and
swun
American

\1|| uml ‘llm mhnlkml
fat adventurer,

}Lnluwi the
The

l\] k\\..ml‘ |'|..: mn\..i
" he whispered huskily.

inngly dressed,
lu dm\n to the

fullow the por-

CHAFTER X111,
I’mgressivc Crime,

Btryker's face was expressive only of [ #nd moved uneasily back Now glve T
‘mystified  vacully Four quld? [ that boatman money for taking me

By Clarence L. Cullen.
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to cateh- | spirvituelle and astral when she talks
| about “Charma' and “Nirvana' and

things?

The New Thought Movement was
never projectd as an an-around obesity
cure.  But you'll never be able to prove
this to a whole lot of fat, lethargle
women who are interested in it

We know a crafty cuss, the husband
of an adipose wife, who voluntarily
tells her every evening that she looks
whole pounds thinner to him than when
he left home in the morning. Maybe
that modern Machiavelll doesn't get
good home cooking!

Ever notice bow she chirks up when
she reads on the Women's Page that
Aspasla, Cleopatra and Madame Pom-
padour were more captiva y after
pasging the nge of fo thun they wers
at the g bhren wl=hutrer period
of Lnlhuml

W henever you hear a married woman
spring that mossy old rave that the
only way to get along with a husband is
to *“feed the brute,” you ecan bet the
bankroll either (it she Is too lax on

| tl. - Job or that she simply doesn't know

how to feed a man properly.

You'll never know the meaning of
sure-enough bitterness of spirit until, at
bhedtime, your wife pinches the nice,
warm top quilt off your bed in order to
spread It over and around her pet mutt
on the couch

What Is the exact nature of the cons
genital or fundamental kink or twist in
the feminine mind which cguses the
average woman to absolutely reject the
very thought of coming to the front and
OWLing up when she Is clearly proven
to be In the wrong?

When you hear a man , "I never

you prompts
an all-around
uke the same
remark, however, and get themselves

ed for theh idepondence’” ana

apologlze, right or wrong,"”
rat Y v bhoo

N. G, Plenty of waomer

S
\ Etheldreda, It Is distinctively a
hote Wotian maxim that the way
to o man's heart lles through his
stomach Pretty and amlable women
now @ heap differentd
Marrvied men belleve perforce in miras
g8 Llow Id they help it, after com»
paring | thie Wives ook before and
It LEing 1e y Ior un evenlug at
the thea
P N
Nol Hml hmd
the inquiry
“P ceelpt for a good
i lug.  Constant
1, » » ) seelf a aAnswers
ts ed lipped nis pen
' W forward
i ) nd us the

e~

D it



